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-Gimme my share "ith the res’,
Jes® ther bhoms lfe suits me Bes’, -

1
'Jﬂl' ther home life sults me bes®,
| An’ one salks ma why, [ sex: '
| Home (s home, aand blood, | say,
1= thicker n water any day;
When yer sick go® folks is ‘round,
Like as when yor safs and soumd; '
G.mme home and sothing lsss, "
Jes' ther homo life suits me bes',
Jes' ther home life surts me bes',
Bes' on earth for grub, I guess,
Liver 'n bacon, pork and greens,
Fry pertaters, cora an' béass;
Things is plain sud thingy is good,
No place kin beat home for food;
Feel cocall to cuange address,
Jes’ ther home | fe sults mo bes',

Jes" ther homs life soits me bes’,
Allus has an’ w 1, sab, yes,
One harsh word to milliam sweet,
This yere home life eain’t be bealg
Little comforts mount op #till,
Like as how an bour-glass wili;
Laughia’ kids io dirty dress,
Jes' ther home life suits me bea’,
—H. Cochrane, in Toronto Gloks, |
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CHAPTER XV.

OF THE AWAKING OF HARMACHIS; OF THR
BIGHT OF DEATH: OF THE COMING OF CLEO-

: PATRA, AND OF HER MANY COMPORTABLE

MORE I awoke;
‘twas to find myself
in my own chamber.
Istarted up. Burely
1, too, had dreamed a
dream. It could be
nothing but s dream.
It could not be that I
wcke to know myself
! a traitor! That the
== opportunity had gone for-

‘m_m-.h ever! Thnt 1 had be-

= trayed the cause, and thas
Iast night those brave men,
beaded by my uuncle, had
0 waited in valn at the outer
gate! That Egypt from Abu unto Athu
was even now walting—waiting In wvain!
Nay, whatever else might be, this could not
be! Oh, ‘twas an awful dream that I had
dreamed] A secopd such swould slay a
man! 'Twere better to die than to face
such anotier vision sent from bell. But
though the thing was naught but a hateful
fantasy of o mind e’erstruined, where was I
now? Where was 1 nowi I should be in
the Alabaster Hall, waiting till Charmion
came forth.

Where was I# And, O ye gods! what was
that dresdful thing whose shape was as the
shape of a man!—that thing draped in blood-
stained white and huddied in a brdeous heap
even at the foot of the couch whereon I
seemed w lie!?

Witha shriek I sprang at it, asa lion
springs, and struck with all my strength.

eavily fell the blow, and beneath Its
weight the thing rolled over upon its side.
Half mod with terror, rent away the
white covering; and there, his knees bound
beneath bhis banging jaw, was the uaked
body of & man—and that man the Roman
Captain Paulus! There he lay, through his
heart a dogger—my dagger, handled with
the sphinx of gold!—and pinned by its
blade to his broad breast a scroll, and, on
the scroll, writing in the Romauan character.
I drew near and read, and this was the
writing:
HARMACHIDI"SALVERE-EGO-SUTM-QUEAM

SUBDERE - NORAS- PAULUS - ROMAXN-

US DISCE-RINC-QUID  PRODERE"
. PROSIT.

“fireeting, Hrrmachis! I wasthat Roman Pau-
Tuz whom thonu didet suborn. See now hoie blessed
are fralfors”"

Bick and faint I staggered back from the
sight of that white corpse stained with its
own blood. Sick aod faint I staggered
back, till the wall stayed me, while without
the birds sang a merry greoting to the day.
‘S0 it was no dream, and I was lost! lost!
lost!

I thougnt of my aged father Amenemhat.
Yen, the vision of him flashed into my mind,
as he would be when they came to tell him
his son’s shame and the ruin of his bopes.
1 thought of that patriot priest, my uncle
Becpa, waiting the long night through for
the sigmal which never came, Ah, and
another thought followed swilt! How
would it go with theml! 1 was notthe only
traitor. I, too, had been betrayed. By
whom? Ry yonder Paulus, perchance. If
"twere Paulua, he ksew but little of those
who conspired with me. But in my robe
had been the secret lists. O Amen! they
were gonel and the fate of Paulus would
be the fateof all the patriots of Egypt. And
at this thought my wind gave way. Isank
.and swooned even where I stood.

My sense came back to me and lesgthen-
ing shadows told me that it was afternoon.
Istaggered W my feet; there still wasthe
corpse'of Panlus, keeping its awful watch
above me. Desperately 1 ran to the door.
'"Twas barred, and without I heard the tramp

“80 MY MESSENGER HAL POUND YoUu!™"
«of sentinels. AsIstood, they challenged and

grounded their spears. Then the boits shot
back, the door opened, and radiant, clad in
Hoyal attire, the quering Cleo-

patra. Aloueshe snd the door was
-shut behind her. I stood like one distranght;

here is thy knife.” And she handed me the
dagger. “Nowslay me if thou canst.” And
she drew near and tore open the bosom of
her robe, and stood waiting with calm eyes.

“Thou canst not siay me,” she went obp,
“for there are things, as I know well, that
noman—no such man as thou art—may do
and live; and this 1s the chief of them—to
slay the woman who isall his own. Nay,
stay thy band! Turn npot that dagger
against thy breast: for if me thou mayst
not slay, by how much the more mayst thou
not slay thyself, O thou forsworn Priest
of Isisl Art thou, theu, so eager to face
that outraged Majesty in Amentil With
what eyes, thinkest thou, will the Heavenly
Mother look upon her son who, shamed in
all things and false to his mostsacred vow,
comes to greet Her, his life-blood on his
hands! Where, then, will be the space for
thy satonement—if, indeed, thou mayst
stone!™

Then I could bear no more, for my heart
was broken withia me. Alas! it was to
true—] dared not die. Tosuch & pass was
1 come that I did not even dare to dial I
fiung myself upon the couch and wept—
wept tears of blood and anguish.

But Cleopatra came to me, and, seating
herselfl beside me, she strove to comfort
me, throwing her arms about my neck.

“Nay, Love, ook up,’” she said. “All is
not lest for thee, nor am I angered against
thee. We did play a mighty game; butas
1 warned thee, I matched my woman'sgd
magic against thine, and I have conquered.
But I will be open with thee. Both as
Queen and woman thou hast my pity—ay,
and more; nor do I love to see thee plunged
in sorrow. Well was it and right that thou
shounldst strive to win back that throne my
father seized, and the ancient liberty of
Egypt Mpyself as alawful Queen had done
the same, nor shrunk from the deed of
darkness whereto I was aworn. Therein,
then, thou hast my sympathy, that goes
ever out to what is great and bold. Wellis
it also that thou shouldst grieve over
the greatness of thy fall. Therein,
then, s woman—as loving woman-—thou
bast my sympathy. Nor is all lost. The
plan was foolish—for, as I hold, Egypt
never might have stood alone; for though
thou hadst won the crown and country, as
without a doubt thou must bave done, yet
was there the Roman to be reckoned with.
And for thy hope learn this: Little am I
known. There s no heart in this wide land
that beats with a truer love for ancient
Ehem than does this heart of mine; nay,
not thine own, Harmachis. But heavily
have 1 been shackled heretofore, for wars,
rebellions, envies, plots have hemmed me
in on every side, so that I might not serve
my people as I would. But thou, Har-
machis, shalt show me how. Thou shalt be
my counselor and my love. Is it a little
thing, O Harmachis, to have won the heart
of Cleopatra, that heart—fle on thee!—that
thou wouldst have stilledi Ay, thom shalt
unite me to my peopie, and together will we
reign, linking thus in one the new kingdom
and the old. Thus do all things work for
Ruod—ay, for the very best—and thus, by
another and a gentler road, shalt thou climb
to Pharaoh's throne.

“Ses thou tis, Harmachis: thy treachery
shall be cloaked about as much as may be.
Was it, then, thy fault that a Roman
knave betrayed thy plans? that, thereon,
thou wast drugged, thy secret papers
stolen and their key guessed! Will it,
then, be a blame to thee tbhat, the great
plot being broken and those who built it
scattered, thou, still faithful to thy trust,
didst serve thee of such means as Nature
gave thee, and win the heart of Egypt's
Queen, that, through her geotle love, thou
mightest yet attain thy ends and spread
thy wings of power across the rolling Nilel
Am I an iilcounselor, thinkest thou,
Harmachisi™

I lifted my head, and a ray of hope crept
into the darimess of my heart; for when
men fall they grasp at feathers. Then, for
the first time, I spoke.

“And those with me—those who trusted
me—what of them "

“Ay,"” she answered, ‘“‘Amenembat, thy
father, the aged Priest of Abydos; and
Bepa, thy uocle, that fiery patriot, whose
great heart s hid beneath so common a
shell of form; and—"

Methought she would bave said Char-
mion, but she named her not.

“And many others—oh, I know them all!™

“Ay " I said, “what of themi"

“See thou, Harmachis,” she answered,
raising and placing her hand upon my arm,
“for thy sake I will show mercy to them.
No more will Ido than must be done. 1
swear by my throne and by all the Gods of
Egypt that not one hair of thy aged father's
head shall be harmed by me; and, if it be
not too late, thy uncle Sepa will I also
spare, ay, and the others. I will notdo as
did my forefath b who, when
the Egyptians rose against him, dragged
Athinis, Pausiras, Chesuphus and lrcbash-
tus, bound to his chariot—not as Achilles
dragged Heotor, but yet living—round the
city walls. I will spare them all, save the
Hebrews, if there be any Hebrews; for the
Jews I hate.”

“There are no Hebrews,” Isaid.

It 15 weil,” she said, “for no Hebrew
will I ever spare. Am I then, indeed, so
cruel n women as they sayf In thy list, O
Harmachis, were many doomed to die; and
1 have but taken the life of one Foman
knave, & double traitor, for he betrayed
both me and thee Art thoa Bnot over-
whelmed, Harmachis, with the weight of
mercy which I give thee, because—such are
& woman's reasons—thou pleasest me, Har-
machis! Nay, by Berapis!" she added,
with a little langh, “I'll change my mind; I
will not give thee so much for nothing.
Thou shalt buy it from me, snd the price
shallbe & heavy one—it shall be a kiss,
Harmachis. "

“Nay,”” I said, turning from that fair
temptress, ‘“the price is too heavy; I kiss
0o more."”

but this I say to thee—if thon dost put me
away, I will gatber up the mercy I bave
meted out most  virtuous

priest, choose thou "twixt the heavy burden

w dangercloud had

her sky sha kept her faith, nor, save Faalus

and one other, did say suffer the utmost

penalty of death for their part in the great

:::mmm'smndm.
many other things they suffared.

of
and came the echo of her whispered love.
?wmmw:_nthcmpotmmw!uil Btil

umph.

For thus those do who wicked!ly decsive
themselves, striving to lay the burden of
their evil deeds upon the back of Fate, striv-
ing to believe their sin may compass good,
and to murder Conscience with the sharp
plea of necessity. But naught can it avail,
for hand in hand down the path to sin rush
Remorse sad Ruin, and woe to him they
fullow! Ay, and woe to me, who of all sin-
ners am the ckief!

CHAPTER XVL
INPRISONMEST OF HAEMACHIS; THE SONRN
OF CHARMION; THE SETTING FREE OF HAR-
MACHIS; THE COMING OF QUINTUS DELLIUA

2 ORa space of eleven
days was [ thus kept
prisoned in my cham-
bers; nor did I see
any one save the sen-
triea at my door, the
slaves who in sileace
brought me food and
drink, and Cleo-
patra’s self, who
camecontinually. But
though her words of
love wera many.
paught would she tell me of
how things went withost. Bhe
came in many moods—oow gay
‘and lsughing, now full of wisc
thoughts and speech, and now
passionate only—and to every
mood she gave some new-found charm.
Full of talk she was as to how I should help
her make Egypt great and lessen the bur-
dens of the peoples and fight the Roman
eagles back. And though at first I listened
heavily when she spake thus, by slowad-
vange she wrapped me closer and yet more
close in ber magic web, from which is no
escape. My mind fell in time with hers.
Then I, too, opened something of
my heart, and somewhat also of
the plans that I had formed for Egypt. And
she seemed to listen gladly, weighing them
well, and spoke of means and methods, tell-
ing me bow she would purify the faith and

the ancient temples—ay, aod build
new ones to the Gods. And ever she erépt
deeper and more deep into my heart, till at
length, now that all things else bad gone
from me, I learned to love her with all the
unspent passion of my aching soul. Ibnd
nanght left to me but Cleopatra’s love, and
I twined my life about ft, and brooded o'er
it as a widow o’er her only babe. And thus
the very author of my shame became my
all, my dearest dear, and 1loved her with a
wild, deep love that grew and grew, till it
seemed to swallow up the past and make
the presentas a dream. For she had con-
quered me, she had ro+>ed me of my honor
and steeped me to the lips in shame, and I,
poor, blinded wretch! ¥ kissed the rod that
amote me and was her very slave.

Ay, even now, in those dreams which will
come when sleep unlocks the secret heart,
and sets all its terrors free to roam through
the open halls of thought, Iseem to ses her
royal form, as orst I saw it, come witharms
outstretched and love's own light shining
in her deep eyes, with lips apart and flow-
ing locks, and stamped upon her face the
look of utter tenderness that she alone
could wear. Ay, still, after all the years, 1
seem to see her come as erst she came, and
still 1 wake to know her an unutterable lie.

And thus one day she came. She had
fled in haste, she said, from some great
council summoned concerning the wars of
Antony in Byria, and she camse, as she had
left the council, in all ber robes of state,
and in her hand the scepter, and on her
brow the uraus diadem of gold. There she
sat beforeme laughing; for, wearying of
them, she had told the envoys, to whom she
gave audience in the council, that she was
called from their presencs by & sudden
message come from Rome; and to her the
jest seemed merry. Buddeanly she rose,
took the diadem from her brow, and set it
on my hair, and on my shoulders her Royal
chlamys, and in my hand the scepter, and
bowed the knee before me. Then, laugh-
ing again, she kissed meon the lips and
said I was, indeed, her King. Byt, remem-
bering how I had been crowned in the halls
of Abouthis, and remembering also that
wreath of roses whereof the odor haunts
me yet, I ruse pale with wrath and cast the
trinkets from me, ssking her how she
dared to mock me—her caged birdi And
methinks there was that about me that
startled her, for she fell back.

*Nay, Harmachis,' she said, “be not
wroth! How knowest thou that I mock
theel How knowest thou that thou shalt
not be Fharaoh in fact and deed ™

“What meanest thou!” I said. “Wilt
thou, then, wed me before Egypi?! How
elsa can I be Pharaoh now ™

Bhe cast down her eyes. “Perchance,
love, "tis in my mind to wed thes,”” she said

ntly.

“Listen!'" she went on. “Thou growest
pale here in this prison, and little dost thou
eat. Gainsay me not! Iknow it from the
slaves. I have kept thee here, Harmachis,
for thine own sake, that is so dear to me;
and for thine own sake, and thy bonoi’s
sake, must thou stiil seem to be my prison-
er. Else wouldst thou be shamed aad slain
—ay, murdered secretly. But here can 1
meet thes no more; therefore to-morrow
will I free thee in all save in the name, and
thou shalt once more be seen at Courtas
my sstronomer. And this reason will I give
—that thou husi cleared thyself; and, more-
over, that thy auguries as regards the war
have been auguries of truth—as, indeed,
thoy have, though thereon have Ino
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thou Sh went on, point-
u‘eruumﬁ:ﬁ.ﬂghﬁre’uh
*“thou Bcorn'—thou Outcast!—
Deny it if thou canst.

i

My soml guiv d
her bitter hate, but I had no words to an-
BWEer.

“How comes it,” I said at last in a heavy
wolce, “that thou, too, art not betrayed, but
art here to taunt me, thou who once didst
swear Lthat thou didst love me! Being a
woman, hast thou no pily for the frailty
of mani®

My name was not on the lists " she said,
dropping ber dark eyes. “Herein is an
opportunity! betray me also, O Harmachis!
Ay, 'tis because L once did Jove thee—dost
thou, indeed, remember itl—that I feel thy
fall the more. The shame of one whom we
once have loved must in some sort become
our shame, and must ever cling to usin
that we blindly held a thing so base close to
ourinmost heart. Arttbou also, then, a fooll
Wouldst thou, fresh from thy royal wan-
ton’s come 10 me for comfort—to me
of all the worldi™

“How know I,"' I said, “that it was not
thou who, in thy jealous anger, didst betray
our plans! Charmion, longago Sepa warned
me against thee, and of a truth now that I
recall—"

% 'Tis like & traitor,” she broke in, red-
dening to her brow, “fo think that all are
of his family and & common mind!
Nay, I betrayed thee not; "twas that poor
knave Paulus, whose heart failed him at
the last, and who is rightly served. Nor
will I stay to hear thoughts so base. Har-
machis—Reyal no more !—Cleopatra, Queen
of Egypt, bids me say that thou art fres,
and that she waits thee in the Alabaster
Hall?,

And shooting one swift glance through
ber long lashes, she curtsied and was gone.

Soonce more I came and went about the
Court, though but sparingly, for my heart
was full of shame and terror, and on every
face [ feared to see the scorn of those who
knew me for what I was. But nasughtl saw,
for all those who had knowledge of the plot
had fled, and for her own sake no word had
Charmion spoken. Also Cleopatra had put
it about that I was innoeent. But my guiit
lay heavy on me, and made me thin and
word away the beanty of my countenance.
And though I was free in name, yet was I
ever watched; nor might I stir beyond the
palace grounds.

And at length came the day that brought
with it Quntus Dellius, that false Roman
kuight who ever served the risingstar. He
bore letters to Cleopatra from Marcus
Autonius the Trivmyir. who, fresh from the
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HE FIIED HIS GAZE ON CLEOPATHA.
victory of Philippi, was now in Asia, wring-
ing gold from the subject kings whercwith

1o satisfy the greed of his legionaries.

Well do I mind me of the day. Cleopatra,
clad in her robes of state, attended by the
officers of her Court, among whom I stood,
sat in the great hall on her throne of gold,
and bade the heralds admit the Ambassa-
dor of Antony the Trivmvir. The great doors
were thrown wide, and amidst the blare of
trumpets and salutes of the Gallic guards,
clad in glittering golden srmor snd & scar-
let cloak of silk, came the Roman in, fol-
lowed by his suite of officers. Bmooth-faced
he was and fair to look upon, and with s
supple form; but his mouth was cold, and
false were his shifting eyes. And while
the heralds called out his name, titles and
offices, as aman who is amazed he fixed his
gazeon Cleopstrs, who sat on her throne
radiant with beauty. Then, when the her-
alds had made an end, and he still stood
thus, not stirring, Cleopatra spoke in the
Roman tongue:

“Greeting to thees, noble Dellins, envoy
of the most mighty Antooy, whose shadow
lies across the worid as though Mars him-
self nmow towered up above us petty
Princes —greetings and welcome to our
poor city of Alexandria. Unafold, we pray
thee, the purpose of thy coming.”

Biill the orafty Dellius maie no answer
but stood as a man amazed.

“What ails thee, noble Dellius, that thou
dost not speak T asked C “Hast
thon then wandered so loog in Asia
that doors of Roman speech are shut to
thee! What tongue hast thou! Name it
and we'll speak therein—for to us areall

known."

Then atlast he spoke, in a soft, full voice:
“0Oh, pardon me, most mighty Egypt, if 1
have thus been stricken dumb before thee;

to thank thee, for methinks thon didst suit
thy prophecies to t thy cause. Now fare-
weil; for I musi return to those heavy-
browed ambassadors; and grow not so sud-

to pass 'twixt thee and mei"

And. with a little nod, she went, leaving
it on my mind thut she had it in her heart
to take me to husband. And, of a truth, I
do believe that, at this hour, such was her
thought. For, if she loved me not, still she

of noble Antony tresting of certain matters
of the Stats. Is it thy pleasure that I should
read themi”

umvyir, to Cleopatra, of th .
P Sk S
knowledge Cimpmtrs, hast.
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But Dellius smiled as one who would pat
away the weight of wrath, and once more

spoke.

“Royal Egypt, thou knowest not the noble
Antony. Btern is he on paper, and ever
does he set down his thoughts as though his
stylus were a spear dipped in the blood of
men. But face to face with him, thoa, of
mmu. shall find him the gentleat

ing war, and hard shall it go with thee who
dost defy the gathered might of Kome. I
pray thee, then, obey this summons. Come
to Cilicia; come with peaceful gifta and not
in arms. Come in thy beanty, and tricked
in thy best attire, and naught hast thou to
fear from the noble Antony.” He paused
u_\d looked at her meaningly; while I, taking
his drift, felt the angry blood surge into my

Cleopatra, too, understood, for I saw her
rest her chin upon her hand while the dark
eloud of thought gathered in her eyes. For
a time thus she sat, while the crafiy Dellius
watiched her curicusly. And Charmion,
standing with the other maidens by the
throne, she also read his meaning, for ber
face lit up, as in the evening lights a sum-
mer cloud when the broad lightning flares
behind it. Then once more it grew pale
and quiet.

At length Cleopatra spoke. “This is a
heavy matter,” she said; “and, therefore,
noble Deillius, must we have time to let our
judgment ripen. Rest thou here, and make
thee as merry as our poor circumstance
allows. Within ten days shalt thou bave
thy answer.”

A moment the envoy thought, then, ramil-
ing, made reply: *It is well, t; on

can bear us witness. Butitis petpecs, mirthful _His was
:?- fﬂd :-:in lﬁ:anu; body

our acts of war and policy. Nor will we | buried coffinless i position
leave our kingdom to journey into far > ¥

The story is told of a certain French-
man who had been a great collector of

were to be carried by the mourners, and
on returning from the charch they were
to throw open the chambers in which
his treasures were deposited, and all
comers were welcome to help themselves
as they pleased to the contents- It was
a sore disappointment to the public,
however, to find that befors they were
sdmitted, the servants of the deceased |
had decamped with every thing that was
portable.—The wishes of 3 curious char-
acter, who was named Hilkington, better
known as Squire Hawley, were fully
carried out a few years ago at a place
near Doncaster. He was buried in his
own garden, amid the graves of hisdead |
cattle, which had been stricken down by
rinderpest He was lsid out im full
hunting costume, including spurs and

! weighing upwards of a ton, which had to
| be lowered into the grave by means of a
| wane. His old pony wasshotand buried

at his feet, and at his head were laid the
| bodies of his favorite dog and an old fox.
All his property was left to his groom,
on condition that these funéral observy-
ances were carried out; in default, the
estate was to go to the priest of Don-
caster for the bemefit of the Roman
Catholic Church. ‘The groom, however,
did not suffer the bequest to himself to
lapse.—It isrelatad thata certain erotch-
ety dld Yorkshireman, some years since,
left directions that on the day of his |
burial a great public breakfast should |
be given in the town where he might
die, and that his coffin, slung upon
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towels knotted together, should be
borne along by relays of men, and !
“bumped” three times upon a particular
heap of stones, and that the ““Lamenta- ,
tions of a Sinner” should then be sung.
A still more important provision was |
made regarding the presence of mourn- |
ers in the churchyard. Every man,
| woman and child who entered the

the tenth day from now will 1 d for

mine answer, and on the eleventhl sail

hence to join Antony my Lord ™

© Once more, at a sign from Cleopatra, the

trumpets blared, asd, bowing, he withdrew.
ITO BE CONTISUED, |

A SPANISH LEGEND.

How the Evil One Was Punished for
Tempting a Friar.

A certain young Spanish friar, a skiilful
painter, especially delighted in devisiog
new aspects of blessedness and beauty for
the Virgin, and in setting forth the devil in
the most repulsive and extravagant ugli-
ness. Satan bore this as best he could for
some time; but at last he determined to be
revenged. He sssumed the disguise of
& most lovely maiden; and the unhappy
friar, belog of an amorous disposition, fell
into the trap. Snhe smiled sweetly on her
shaven wooer, but would not surrender ber

iguaries and jewels of the treasury of the
monastery. In an evil hour the poor paint-
er admitted her at midnight within the con-
vent walls, and she took from the antique
ecabinet the precious things she desired.
Then, as they wound their way through the
moonlit cloister, the sicful friar ciutching
his booty with one arm and his beauty with
the other, the demon lady suddenly cried
out “Thieves"” with diabolical energy. Up
started all the snoring monks and
rushed in disorder from their eells,
detecting the unlucky brother making
off with the plate. Him they tied safetoa
pillar, leaving bim there tiil the nextday
should determine his punishment, whilethe
brethren went back to their pillows or their
prayers; and then the cruel devil appeared
in hds real shape to the poor palater, taunt-
ing and twitting him and making unmerci- |
ful mockery of his amorous overtures and |
prayers—advising him now to appeal to the |
beauty he had so loved to delineate in his |
canvases. The pentinent monk took the
advice, and lo! the radiant mother of mercy
descended in all her heavenly loveliness,
unbound his cords, bade him fasten the evil
one in his place to the column and appear
among the monks the mext morning &t
matins, which he did, to the great surprise
of the brethren. He voted for his own con-
dempation; but when they went to the
sacristy and found every thing marveloualy
correct in its place, and when they wentto
the eolumn and found the devil fast bound,
they forgave the erring brother and adminis-
tered atremendous flogging to thedevil. The
monk became not only “a wiser and a bet-
ter man,” but & better artist; he was now
able to paint the Virgin more serenely bean-
tiful, the arch-enemy more asppallingly ugly
than ever.—London Giobe.

—_— -
The Necessity of Hope.

The truth is that a man can better afford
to sacrifice his dinner daily for a year than
live without hope for a week. And mature
has recognized that it is so. What phrase
is more common in our mouths than the
simple but significative “I hope!” Nor
is there any human being, howsoever for-
lorn in material possessions or howsoever
afficted, who was not originally endowed
with this capacity of hope. Go to the hos.
pitals, where one might suppose it were easy
to find despair in many respects. The doc-
tor will whisper to you that this or that
invalid is doomed, and thst he can not, by
all the evidence of human foresigh¥ and
experience, live one day more. “Well, and
how are you?" you say w the sick man, and
perhaps you can not help betraying in
your tone the pity you feel for him, thus
hovering between two worlds, about one of
which alone, the one he is leaving, you are
able to assure yuurself that you know any-
thing decisive. *“‘Oh, h better,” he re-
plies, with strong hope in his voice and his
eyes. “[ think [ shall soon be well.""—Allthe
Year BEound.

Physical Tralning.

Inquiries extending over a period of forty
years, made of about three hundred mem-
bers of the Cambridge and Oxford TUni-
versity crews instituted by Dr. Maclaren,
director of the uniyersity gymnasium at |
Oxford, have elicited facts which may be

as experimental evidence of the [
value of physical training in & class of |
cases in which the conditions of life are
mostly favorable, hence affording & test
from which practically every element ex-
cept the purely muscular one is eliminated.
The benefits by the members
of thess crews are stated to be an increase

beauty at a less price than the rich rel- |

in a tose that was meant to be reassur-
ingt

many woaeks does it take to make ome

| BT ‘-wimordwrmepmuionhad'
| to receive a dole of sixpence. Never
| before or since, we are told, was that
churchyard so full of people.—A Sussex
| genlleman, named Jack Fuller, ordered |
! his executors to bury him in a pyramidal |
| mausoleum in Brightling ehmhyard..|
| His reason for desiring to be inclosed |
| in stone above ground was his unwill-
ingness to be eaten by his Nl‘ﬂ"ﬂw—-“
| process he considered inevitable if/
{ buried in the ordinary way. “The
worms,” bep declared, *“‘would eat me, |
| the ducks would eat the worms, and my |
relations would eat the ducks. " —A gen-
tleman named Underwood left £600 to
his sister on condition that she had him |
buried in a particular fashion. Six gen-
tlemen were appointed to follow him to |,
the grave, where they were to sing the |
last stanza of the twentieth Ode of the |
second Book of Horace. Mourning was
forbidden to be worn, no bell had to be
tolled, and no relation was to follow the
corpse. The six chosen gentlemen were
to be the only mourners The coffin
was painted green, and the deceased
was burled with his clothes on. Three
copies of Horace were placed in the
grave with him, together with Bentley's
“Milton™ and a Greek Testament. After
supper, the six mourners sang the Ode,
all being in strict accordance with the
| will of the deceased. —Cassell’s Saturday
Journal.

SAVED BY A TRAMP.

A Rallrosd Man Sastched From Certaln
Death By a Truck Pamsenger.

“No, we don’t bounce the tramps who
ride on the bumpers of our freight
train,” said a freightconductor who has
a run to the West. “‘I presume that we
carry an average dozen each trip, but if
they remain between the cars we pre-
tend not to see them.”

“But it is against orders,” was urged.

“Oh, yes, but there is a higher power

W. L.
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than general orders, even for railroad
men. Five or six years ago I used to be
hard on the railroad tramps. I'd have
the train looked over at every stop, and |
if we caught a chap he got handled
pretty lively. Nowadays I throw out a
hint to the brakemen to shut both eyes,
and, if the tramp dom’t presume too
much on my good nature, no one will
disturb him.™

“What happened to change your|
mind?"

*Oh, a litile incident of no interest to
the public, but & great deal to me. I
was married in December three years
ago. On the third night I got orders
to run out with an extra. There
was a cold rain, which froze as
it feli, and one of my crew got
hurt at our very first stop. This
left us short-handed and as we
could not supply his place I had to act
for him. We were back in the mount-
ains, running strong to make time,when
the engineer whistled brakes foragrade.
T climbed out of the caboose with the
brakesmen, and bad set two brakes and

‘as after the third, when a lurch of the
cars threw me down and I fell between
two of them. 1 had just one glimpse of |
the red-cheeked bride at home, just one |
swift thought of her in widow's weeds |
and ber heart breaking, when a hand |
grabbed me. I was going down head |
first, but the strong clutch turned me
over and my feet struck the bumpers
I'd have gone then, only some one put |
my hands on the ladder, flung his arms |
around me from behind to hold me there, |
and said. |

“*‘You are all right, old man. Your
nerve will come back pretty soon.”” |

“And it was s tramp, eh?” |

“It was, and he heild me there until |
the train reached its stop, and thenl
helped me down, for the sudden fright
bad taken all my strength and nerve
away. But for him I should have been
ground up under the wheels This is
the reason I keep a soft spot in my
heart for the genus tramp, and why,
when I sometimes walk the lemgth of
every train and find every bumper oocu-
pied, 1 look skyward and pretend not to
see as much as an old fur cap.™N. Y.

Sun.

—A KEansas City German got angry
with a banker of that place for demand-
ing a heavy discount, and when the
banker asserted that it was

—Abrabam Lincoln used to tell a story
of a hack driver who, on learning that
the President did not smoke, observed

“Wetl, s man that has no small
vices is likely to have some big onea™

—If seven days make one week. Low
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